'No, I do not like Christmas on the whole,' she an-
nounced. filn its clumsy way, it does approach Peace and
Goodwill. But, oh, it is clumsier every year.5
4Is it? I am only used to country Christmases.'
*We are usually in London, and play the game with
vigour - carols at the Abbey, clumsy midday meal,
clumsy dinner for the maids, followed by Christmas tree
and dancing of poor children, with songs from Helen. The
drawing-room does very well for that. We put the tree in
the powder-closet, and draw a curtain when the candles
are lighted, and with the looking-glass behind it looks
quite pretty. I wish we might have a powder-closet in our
next home. Of course, the tree has to be very small,
and the presents don't hang on it. No, the presents reside
in a sort of rocky landscape made of crumpled brown
paper/
4 You spoke of your "next house", Miss Schlegel. Then
are you leaving Wickham Place ?3
4 Yes, in two or three years, when the lease expires. We
must.'
'Have you been there long?*
'All our lives.'
c You will be sorry to leave it.'
CI suppose so. We scarcely realize it yet. My father - '
She broke off, for they had reached the stationery depart-
ment of the Haymarket Stores, and Mrs Wilcox wanted to
order some private greeting cards.
clf possible, something distinctive/ she sighed. At the
counter she found a friend, bent on the same errand, and
conversed with her insipidly, wasting much time. *My
husband and our daughter are motoring.' * Bertha, too?
Oh, fancy, what a coincidence!> Margaret, though not
practical, could shine in such company as this. While they
talked, she went through a volume of specimen cards, and
submitted one for Mrs Wilcox's inspection. Mrs Wilcox
was delighted - so original, words so sweet; she would
order a hundred like that, and could never be sufficiently
grateful. Then, just as the assistant was booking the order,
she said: *Do you know, I'll wait. On second thoughts, I'll
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